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To the Tune of 4 Cobler there was, &c. 


LL tell you a ſtory, a ſtory that's true, 
I A ſtory that's diſmal, and comical too: 
It is of a Friar, who, ſome people think, 


Tho ſweet as a nut, might have dy'd of a 
ſtink. 


Derry down, down, bey derry down. 


And tho' no good markſman, he thought 
himſelf one; 


For, tho* he for ever was wont to mifs aim, 
Still ſomething, but never himſelf was to 


- kt happen'd young Peter, a friend of the 
Friar's, 


| wen arm'd with . for fear of the 
briars, 
Went out with him once, tho it Ggnifies not 


Where be hir'd his gun, or who tick'd for 
the ſhot, 


qu 
But, to tell 


was done, 


the truth, no great miſchief 


But at length a poor ſnipe flew direct in the 


Way, 
In open defiance, as if he would ſay, 
If only the Friar and Peter are there, 
u dy where I lift, there's no reaſon to fear, 


The Friar would often go out with his gun, 


Away thoſe two trudg dd it, o'er hilk and o'er 
dales, 


| They pop's at the partridges, frighten'd the | 


| ave ſpoilng the proverb, — As ſure as a gun. | | 


Tho' little thought he chat his death was fo 
_nigh, 
Yet Peter by chance fetch'd him down from 
on high, 
His ſhot was ramm'd down with a journal, J 
wiſt, 
The firſt time he charg'd ſo improper with 


Miſt. 


Then on both ſides the ſpeeches began to be 
made, 


As——t beg your 0 no ! fir, 


— 


I beg that you would, fir, For both wiſely 


knew, 


That one ſnipe could ne*er be a ſupper for 
"7, 0 


What the Friar declined, in moſt civil ſort, 


Peter * * pocket, (the De'i! take him 
or't 
But, were the truth known, it would plainly 
| appear, 
{ He oft times had found out a longer bil there 


— e e Ne 


Hid thus in his pocket the ſnipe ſafely lay, 
While a week did paſs over his head and a 
day, 


Till che ropes for a toaſt too offenſive were 


grown, 


And were ſmelt out by every noſe but his own 


greed, 
So om By whence the ſtink ſhould pro- 


The Friar look' d wholeſome, it muſt be a- 
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Where the ſtink might be laid, tho? ne one 
could ſay, 


'Tis certain, he brought it, and took: i it away. 


At ſight of the Friar begun the perfume, 

And ſcarce he appear'd, but he ſcented the 
room. 

Snuff-boxes were held. in the higheſt eſteem, 


And all the wry faces were made where he 
came. 


As the place he was in, it was call'd this and 
that, 


In his room *twas a cloſeſtool, or elſe a dead 
cat; 

In the fields where he walk'd, for ſome car- 
rion twas gueſt, 

*'T was = at the Angel, and paſs d for a, 


At length the ſuſpicion fell thick on poor 
Tray, 


Tilt he took to his heels, and with ſpeed ran 
away. 


Thought the Friar, Poor Tray, Flt remem- 
ber thee ſoon, 


If I live to grow ſweet, I'll give thee a bone. 


For he knew that poor Fray was moſt highly 
abus d, 


And, if any, himſelf thus deferv'd to be us'd, 


For 'twas certainly he (who elſe could he 
think ?) 


»Twas certainly he that muſt make all the 
ſtink. 


So when he came home, he fat down on his 
bed, 


His elbow at diſtance ſupported his head, 
His body long while like a pendulum went ; 
But all he could do did not alter the ſceny 
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Thus hi wa, 1 he got up, and aur r bis 


* CS 


cloaths, 


He A his breeches, and ſmelt to bis 


And the very next morning freſh cloaths he 
put on, 
All, all but a waiſtcoat, for he had but one. 


Bur changing his cloaths did not alter the caſe, 

And fo he ſtunk on for three weeks and three 
days; 

Tilt to ſend for a doctor he thought ir moſt 
meets 


For, tho“ he was not, yet his life it was ſweet. 


The doctor he if his" pulſe in u dice, 

Then crept af a diſtance to give his advice : 

But — CIENY nor purging would 

o, 

For inſtead of one ſtink, this only made two. 

The Friar oft times to his glaſs would repair, 

But to death he was frighten'd, whene er he 
came there ; 

His eyes were fo ſunk, and he look'd ſo a- 
Shaſt, 


He verily thought he was ſtinking his laſt. 


So, for credit, he haſtens to burn all his proſe, 

And into the fire his verſes he throws ; 

When, 2 his pockets to make up the 
Plle, 


8 the Snipe that had ſtunk all the 
* 


So he hopes you will think him now wholt- 
ſome again, 

Since his waiſtcoat diſcovers the cauſe of his 

pain. 


To conclude, the e intreats you to 
note, 


Lou miaht have om den had you bern in 


his coat. 


